364                TENNYSON'S POEMS

J wrong the grave with fears untrue :

Shall love be blamed for want of faith ?
There must be wisdom with great Death ;

The dead shall look me thro' and thro'.

Be near us when we climb or fall:

Ye watch, like God, the rolling" hours
With larger other eyes than ours,

To make allowance for us all.

LI

I CANNOT love thee as I ought,

For love reflects the thing- beloved ;
My words are only words, and moved

Upon the topmost froth of thought.

c Yet blame not thou thy plaintive song,'
The Spirit of true love replied;
e Thou canst not move me from thy side,

Nor human frailty do me wrong.

* What keeps a spirit wholly true
To that ideal which he bears ?
What record ? not the sinless years

That breathed beneath the Syrian blue ;

'So fret not, like an idle girl,

That life is dash'd with flecks of sin.
Abide : thy wealth is gathered in,

When Time hath sunder'd shell from pearl.*

How many a father have I seen,
A sober man, among his boys,
Whose youth was full of foolish noise,
Who wears his manhood hale and green:
And dare we to this fancy give
That had the wild oat not been sown,
The soil, left barren, scarce had grown
The grain by which a man may live ?